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sounding woods spoke new courage into him. His steps were as
if winged; his heart throbhed; he felt so great a joy within him,
that it rose to pain. He came into places he had never seen be-
fore ; the rocks grew steeper; the green disappeared; the bald
cliffs called to him, as with angry voices, and a lone moaning wind
drove him on before it. Thus he hurried forward without pause ;
and late after midnight he came upon a narrow footpath, which
ran along by the brink of an abyss. He heeded not the depth
which yawned beneath, and threatened to swallow him forever;
so keenly was he driven along by wild imaginations and vague
wishes. At last his perilous track led him close by a high wall,
which seemed to lose itself in the clouds ; the path grew narrower
every step; and Christian had to cling by projecting stones to
keep himself from rushing down into the gulf. Ere long, he could
get no farther; his path ended underneath a window: he was
obliged to pause, and knew not whether he should turn or stay.
Suddenly he saw a light, which seemed to move within the ruined
edifice. He looked towards the gleam; and found that he could
see into an ancient spacious hall, strangely decorated, and glitter-
ing in manifold splendour, with multitudes of precious stones and
crystals, the hues of which played through each other in myste-
rious changes, as the light moved to and fro; and this was in the
hand of a stately female, who kept walking with a thoughtful
aspect up and down the apartment. She seemed of a different
race from mortals; so large, so strong was her form, so earnest
her look; yet the enraptured huntsman thought he had never
seen or fancied such surpassing beauty. He trembled, yet secretly
wished she might come near the window and observe him. At
last she stopped, set down the light on a crystal table, looked
aloft, and sang with a piercing voice:

What can the Ancient keep
That they come not at my call ?
The crystal pillars weep,
From the diamonds on the wall
The trickling tear-drops fall;
And within is heard a moan,
A chiding fitful tone:
In these waves of brightness,
Lovely changeful lightness,
Has the Shape been form'd,
By which the soul is charm'd,
And the longing heart is warm'd.
Come, ye Spirits, at my call,
Haste ye to the Golden Hall;